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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

TO NO ONE IN PARTICULAR 

Locate your love, you lose your love, 

Find her, you look away; 
Now mine I never quite discern, 

But trace her every day. 

She has a thousand presences, 

As surely seen and heard 
As birds that hide behind a leaf 

Or leaves that hide a bird. 

Single your love, you lose your love, 

You cloak her face with clay ; 
Now mine I never quite discern — 

And never look away. 

AT THE TOUCH OF YOU 

At the touch of you, 
As if you were an archer with your swift hand at the bow, 
The arrows of delight shot through my body. 

You were spring, 
And I the edge of a cliff, 
And a shining waterfall rushed over me. 

THE EARTH-CLASP 

Whether you fled from me not to have less 
Of love but to have all without a night 
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The Earth-clasp 



Too much, like one who moves a cup which might 
Brim over with the mounting of excess, 
Or whether you had felt in my caress 
The fingertips of surfeit and of blight 
Attempting love, or whether your quick flight 
Was to another love, I will not guess. 

I touch the pillow that has touched your head, 
And the brief candle that has lighted you 
Sheds bleak and ashen light upon a face 
As absent as the moon . . . till to replace 
Your vanished arms, earth beckons me anew, 
And in her clasp something of you is dead. 

HE BROUGHT US CLOVER-LEAVES 

He picked us clover-leaves and starry grass 
And buttercups and chickweed. One by one, 
Smiling he brought them. We can never pass 
A roadside or a hill under the sun 
Where his wee flowers will not return with him — 
His little weeds and grasses, cups that brim 
With sunbeams, leaves grown tender in the dew. 

Come then, oh, come with us — and each in turn, 
Children and elders, let us thread a few 
Of all the daisies ... to enfold his urn, 
And fade beside this day through which he passes 
Bringing us clover-leaves and starry grasses ! 
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